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As Americans, one of our most admirable traits is the ability we have to 
laugh at ourselves and make light of serious matters. Even Cape Canaveral 
couldn’t escape the humorous onslaughts directed its way by such comics 





as Nichols and May (“But, Mother—I was sending up Vanguard!”), Bill Dana 
(“I’m gonna cry a lot!”), Charlie Manna (“I'm not goin’ without my crayons!”), 
etc. And so, in answer to many requests that we add our observations, here’s 




















Sergio Aragones, who recently arrived at MAD from Mexico, made his dibut 
with the hilarious "A MAD Look at the U.S. Space Effort/' and is currently 


A MAD LOOK AT M 


filling our margins with his delightful "Drawn-Out Dramas," now points 
his satirical pen at a usually un-funny U.S. phenomenon, and gives us 


OTORCYCLE COPS 























































Sergio Aragones, MAD’s newest addition, who recently arrived from “South Of The was published, now takes his satirical pen in hand and brings us this humorous 
Border’’—and contemplated making for it when his "MAD LOOK AT MOTORCYCLE COPS” appraisal of our quaint “Fall Saturday Afternoon Sports Spectacles”. Here is: 


A MAD LOOK AT FOOTBALL 
































THE SMALL BUSINESSMAN 











































































































RUSSIAN “RUSSIAN ROULETTE” 



ALLEY-OOFS! 
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AMUSEMENT PARKS 
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and Ed Sullivan. 


SQUARE? 


A Square is never a Jazz Musician, or a Peace Corps Worker, or an Abstract 
Artist, or a Las Vegas Croupier, or a member of the Jet Set. He is always 
an Accountant, or a Ticket-Tearer at a Roller Derby Tournament, or a 
Zeppelin Repairman, or a Blotter Salesman, or a President of a Wayne Newton 



S quares are found almost everywhere: In the ping-pong room at the YMCA, 
perusing the menu at a Howard Johnson's, being paged at a Trailways Bus 
Station, taking a sight-seeing tour and staring up at the tall buildings ... in 
Fargo, North Dakota, and tapping their feet and shouting, "One more time!" to 
the music of Cuy Lombardo. 


I t's easy to spot a Square—simply by the way he dresses. Who else would wear 
mis-matched argyle socks, thermal underwear, a chartreuse bolero bowling 
shirt, a plaid woolen hat with earlaps, J. C.Penney slacks with pleats, a gradu¬ 
ation ring with a squirter attachment, and a clip-on wide tie that lights up in the 
dark and says: "Philadelphia is a fun city!"—all to his own wedding?! 


A Square is Simplicity waiting in line at the "Don McNeill Breakfast Club” 
Banality chug-a-lugging Ovaltine at a Rexall counter, Tedium thumbing 
through a Spiegel's Mail Order Catalogue, and the Height of Idiocy 
marching in a Shriners' Parade, playing "Zip-A-Dee-Doo-Dah" on a kazoo. 


A Square is a composite of many people: He has the rugged authority of 
Don Knotts, the sardonic wit of Bud Collyer, the magnetic personality of 
Lyndon Johnson, the poise of Huntz Hall, the quiet good taste of Allen & 
Rossi, the sex-appeal of Chet Huntley and the flashiness of Dean Rusk. 


A Square is unique in many ways: He's the one wearing a "Harold Stassen 
for President" button. He's the one who starts a Conga line and "dips" 
when he dances. He's the one who goes into a fancy French Restaurant 
and asks the waiter, "What's the hot cereal?" He's the one who throws his 
friend a Bachelor Party at a McDonald's Hamburger Stand. And he's the one 
who still reads "National Geographic" for the "hot parts"! 


C ontemporary terminology often confuses a Square. He thinks "White 
Backlash" is a Revlon cosmetic, a "Stag Film" is a movie about Bambi, 
a "Pink Lady" is a Communist sympathizer's wife, "The Mamas and The 
Papas" is a Planned Parenthood Group, and a "Good Night Kiss" is a small 
Hershey you eat before retiring. 


A Square's idea of romance is a kiss—on the fifth date . .. from his wife. 
A Square's idea of high-brow entertainment is a videotape replay of 
"The Gale Storm Show." A Square's idea of a culinary treat is to send out 
for some Chicken Delight. A Square's idea of nostalgia is seeing Snooky Lanson 
stepping into the "Lucky Strike Spotlight." And a Square's idea of the height of 
adventure is tearing down the goalposts at the end of a football game. 


M ight as well face it, Squares are here to stay. They may try to disguise 
themselves and act like "Hippies," but some of their Squareness will 
always show through. They can discard their galoshes, hide their 
Bennett Cerf Humor Anthologies, stop watching "Supermarket Sweep" and 
discontinue their Hammond Organ lessons, but there will still be one thing that 
gives them away .. .-the tell-tale phrase that always separates the Square from 
the rest of the world... the War-Cry of the Square Make-Out Man: 

"HUBBA HUBBA!" 



























































































































WHAT IS A 
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:tween the time you’re slapped on the back in Maternity, and the time you’re 
slipped on the slab in the Mortuary, you’re bound to run into that remarkable 
creature known as a “Born Winner”. It’s simply unavoidable. Born Winners 
a never-ending supply of poor slobs like you and me to use as stepping stones 


S ome people have the mistaken notion that Born Winners are just plain lucky. 
Nothing could be further from the truth. The word luck implies that it can be 
either good or bad. For a Born Winner, this is impossible. His luck always 
turns out to be good no matter how bad it may appear at any given moment. Not only 
do all his clouds have silver linings, but also the clouds themselves are pure gold. 

A Born Winner is easy to spot. He’s the guy who’s drafted the morning the war 
j/\ ends. He’s the guy who marries for love and then discovers his bride con- 
1 \ cealed the fact that she’s a millionairess to avoid fortune hunters. He’s the 
guy who’s turned away from a fancy restaurant for not wearing a tie the very same 
night that thirty-six diners succumb to food poisoning. 

C oincidence plays a large role in a Born Winner’s life . . . and guess in whose 
favor? When a Born Winner goes in to ask for a raise, you can bet it’s the 
morning after the Boss made it with the gorgeous new secretary. Wht 
Born Winner has to exchange his tickets for a Hit Show to another night, you can bet 
he’s avoided the night both stars are replaced with understudies. When a Born Winner 
decides to try another route to work for the first time in ten years, you can bet it’s the 
day rioters burn fifteen cars along the old route. 

I n one strange way, a Born Winner needs to be pitied. For the rest of us, < 

life’s thrills is its uncertainty. This thrill is denied the Born Winner. He always 
knows how things will turn out. If he kicks a dog in front of the ASPCA SI 
he knows he’ll wind up being rewarded for dislodging a bone in its throat. If he loses 


WINNER? 


a sweetheart to a rival, he knows she’ll turn out to need $11,000.00 worth of medical 
and dental care. And if his wife buys what looks like a worthless piece of junk at an 
auction, he knows it’s going to turn out to be a priceless Cellini original. 

S ometimes, it’s incredible how victory is snatched from the jaws of defeat by 
Born Winners. If a Born Winner is stuck with huge alimony payments, his ex- 
wife promptly marries the milkman. If a Born Winner’s car turns out to be a 
lemon, it’s immediately stolen and the insurance money pays for a new one. If a traffic 
cop is about to give a Born Winner a ticket, a burglar alarm suddenly goes off some¬ 
where down the street. And if a Born Winner is bumped off a plane by a VIP, that’s 
the plane that’s never heard from again. 

1 Born Winner is always predictable. Although it’s plain to see that he’s not doing 
anywhere near as well as you are on the job, you know he’s going to be your 
l X next Boss. Although he doesn’t seem to have a single quality a girl could like, 
you know he’s going to steal yours away from you. And although he cheats brazenly 
on his Income Tax, you know you’ll get nailed for some minor oversight while he gets 
an even larger refund than he claimed. 

A Born Winner is like an aristocrat. He assumes that it’s his birthright to come out 
jjL on top, regardless of how preposterous it may seem to the rest of us. He’s 
hardly surprised when the oil property he’s invested in doesn’t produce oil 
because there’s too much gold in the ground. He’s not particularly impressed when 
his bank accounts are constantly being treated to huge errors in his favor that even the 
most sophisticated computers never catch. And he’s far from amazed when he’s the 
only chemist searching for a new washday detergent who comes up with a cure for 
Cancer. Because as far as a Born Winner is concerned, he lives by only one simple 

“SOMETIMES YOU WIN ... AND SOMETIMES YOU WIN!” 



















WHAT IS A 


B ETWEEN THE TIME you first toddle across a Nursery, and the time you last 
stumble into a Nursing Home, you are certain to step on a low form of 
Human Life called a "Born Loser." It's unavoidable. Born Losers are always 
underfoot, waiting to get hit on the head by every misfortune the rest of the 
world drops. 


S OME PEOPLE WASTE years trying to help Born Losers change their luck. But 
it's useless, because Born Losers are born to lose, and they merely trans¬ 
form those who attempt to do something about it into Losers themselves. 
Born Losers drive their Psychiatrists into psychoses, their Employment Coun¬ 
selors into unemployment, and their Driving Instructors into ambulances . . . 
head-on! 


I T'S EASY TO SPOT a Born Loser. He's the one who rushes into traffic to rescue 
a confused puppy, and gets a ticket for jaywalking. He's the one whose car 
horn gets stuck just as he's beginning to make out in a drive-in movie. He's 
the 999,999th fan to buy a ticket at the ball park on the day the one-millionth 
wins a Buick... and the 10,001st to get in line the day 10,000 World Series tickets 
go on sale. 


S TRANGE AS IT SEEMS, the world needs Born Losers. Somebody has to be 
the Republican Congressional candidate in Lyndon Johnson's home dis¬ 
trict. Somebody has to pitch for the Chicago Cubs. And somebody has to 
go to Frank Sinatra's hotel room and tell him the other guests are complaining 



S OMETIMES IT ALMOST SEEMS that Born Losers go out of their way to avoid 
good fortune. They're lucky enough to get Bob Dylan's autograph ... and 
then unlucky enough to drop it in a mud-puddle. They're lucky enough to 
work for a company with a generous retirement program... and unlucky enough 
to have the company go bankrupt the week before they turn 65. They're lucky 
enough to win a Summer Vacation in Scandinavia ... and unlucky enough to be 
stranded there for the Winter by an airline strike. 


I N A WAY, BORN LOSERS are to be envied. They seem to be capable of ac¬ 
complishing things by accident that few of us could do on purpose. Who but 
a Born Loser could get his rain check at a called-off double-header too soggy 
to be redeemed? Who but a Born Loser could find a rare 1894 dime in his 
change, and then put it into a pay phone to call home with the good news? Who 
but a Born Loser could hit a 270-yard golf shot out of the rough, over a creek, 
through some trees, onto the green and into the cup... of the wrong hole? 


T HE NICEST THING ABOUT a Born Loser is that he's so predictable. Even 
before the door prize drawing is held, you know he bought the winning 
ticket and lost it. Even before he finishes building his new home, you know 
the state will condemn the land it's on for a throughway. And even before he's 
sidestepped that last tackier on his 98-yard touchdown run, you know the whole 
play will be nullified by the referee. 




















SIC FAIR 


Four hundred thousand made the trip, 
So Walter Cronkite says, 

To groove the Who, the Grateful Dead, 
Canned Heat, and Joan Baez! 


I remember, I remember, 

The wondrous Woodstock Fair; 
In August, ’69, it was, 

And all the Heads were there; 
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THE MAD SAFETY COUNCIL’S PREDICTIONS 

For The Upcoming Labor Day Weekend 
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THE MAD SAFETY COUNCIL’S 

For The Upcoming Christmas Weekend 


THE MAD SAFETY COUNCIL’S PREDICTIONS 

For The Upcoming New Year's Weekend 
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A MAD LOOK AT 


MUSICIANS 














































































n MIND-BLOWINGINCIDENT 





























A MAD LOOK AT BIRDS 


































































































































































































A MAD LOOK AT... 
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SOME COVER IDEAS... 
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ASTRONAUTS 


























































... THE LITTLE MATCH GIRL... 



. ..AMUSEMENT PARKS... 































...THE BEACH... 


...SINGLE PAGERS... 


































































... THE GASOLINE SHORTAGE... 




















































...PALM READINGS... 


...MOVIE MAKING... 







































































































